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ran into Mrs. Arlack, who greeted him with a stream of foul
oaths, swearing that he had scalded her to death.
*If there is law or justice in New South Wales/ she
shouted. Til have you hanged for this/
As Rashleigh, secretly jubilant at having got even for once
with the cruel creature, was pretending to commiserate with
her, Arlack himself came running from the house in his shirt,
and swinging a great axe, which he flung at Rashleigh with-
out warning. The axe went slightly wide, and the settler
came on in a bellowing rush, holding his head low before his
crouched body. Rashleigh brought his knee up into his
face, and plugged him behind the ear with a blow which
stretched him senseless. Screeching like a fury, his wife
seixed the axe, but before she could strike, Rashleigh closed
with her, and wresting it from her hands, pushed her back-
wards on top of her husband. Without waiting further,
he rushed into his hut with the axe, making fast the
door.
He heard the discomfited couple withdraw amid a storm
of threats and curses, and listened with real misgiving to
their assertion that they would have him hanged for
attempted murder next day. He realized that he was in the
most dangerous fix that he had ever been since he started
uttering spurious coins, and his brain worked swiftly. His
only hope was to anticipate his tyrannical employers by getting
his story in first. He dressed immediately and set off at once
for the house of the district constable, eight miles distant,
where he gave his version of the affair and begged official
protection from the murderous brutality of the Arlacks* He
handed the axe to the constable, and showed his torn face
and clothing as evidence of the truth of what he said* It
happened, fortunately for Rashleigh, that the official was in
need of the services of a man for work of his own for a few
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